64              Letters to Somebody

road being left clear I raced over the ford and had a
clinking good day's hunting. We know that the poor
do not inherit the land, but they sometimes get the best
of the fun of the fair.

One of the most beautiful women, the best figure

on and off a horse, and one of the best riders to hounds

I have had the honour of meeting in the hunting-field,

was Princess Hel&ne d'Orleans.   On one occasion with

the Bicester I saw her pound the whole field over water.

The most absent-minded man I ever heard of in the

hunting-field was Sir Charles Isham, a connexion of

mine.    He had two hunters, one very good and one

very bad at timber.    On one occasion, in the middle

of a run when hounds were going like mad, he got

off before jumping a gate to see which horse he was on.

I hope that I have not created the impression that

I hunted regularly and was a devil of a dog in the

shires.   I certainly have not meant to do so, and the

very opposite is the case,   With a very, very slender

income  and  uncommonly   little   leave   my   treasured

hunting days were few and far between.

I have ridden a good many horses belonging to
friends, and was so fortunate as to have but two bad
accidents with them. They were both valuable hunters,
but I am glad to say neither was permanently injured
or blemished. One belonged to Woolly Gordon of
the Grenadiers, the other to Arthur Dugdale, the
gunner, and one of the oldest and best-loved friends I
have left. Both behaved like angels over it, and were
imore concerned about my distress than about their own
horses. But I usually had to be satisfied with a cheap